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used merely to employ the hands, apparently thus soothing
the nerves. It has no religious significance. The village of
Kalakolo was decorated for some fete of the Virgin, and on a
high terrace we saw males dancing, and the sound of an instru-
ment like a bagpipes came to us.
The moonlit scene, as the yacht passed between Cephalonia
and Ithaca was marvellous, both in romantic quality and in
beauty. I got all the card-players out to see it.
"Flying Cloud ", Wednesday, May iSth.
I wrote a description of Cattaro, the ride to Ragusa, and Ragusa
before 6 a.m. after only about four hours' sleep. After break-
fast we went ashore, and visited monasteries, etc., under the direc-
tion of the head of a museum. Some of us left him early and
sat in a caf6. Then rejoined the yacht at the small port and
sailed to old Ragusa.
"Flying Cloud", Spalato, Thursday, May xqth.
We arrived at Spalato about 8 a.m. Lunch on the yacht. Then
off in three cars to see Trani, 17 or 18 miles. A rotten, dusty,
noisy drive. First we saw the remains of a large Roman town,
once the capital of Dalmatia, then a series of horrid cement
works in clouds of smoke, and then suddenly we were in Trani,
a perfectly preserved mediaeval town, with a marvellous church,
with marvellous sculptures (especially an Adam and Eve on a
porch) in a marvellous state of preservation.
" Flying Cloud ", at sea between Spalato and Venice, Friday,
May zoth.
A magnificent morning. Flat calm sea. The departure of the
yacht renewed all my ferocious desire to be running my own
yacht. But now I want a better yacht, faster than the Marie
Marguerite. By n o'dock I had written in all 1,100 words of
my article for Hearsts, and by 6.15 I had written over 2,000
words of it.
At 11,30 we were at anchor within the narrow channel leading
to a town beginning with S.1, rather mediaeval. We took the
launch, without a pilot, up the river or inlet, to find a celebrated
waterfall. We got lost, and ended in a cul-de-sac. Where-
i Sebenico.
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